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tation and unusual acting. They were Miss Josephine

A. Burella and Miss Mae D. Dougherty, both of Phila-

delphia.

From Lawrence, Massachusetts, also have come many
expressions of appreciation for the play. It was in Law-

rence, that the initial performances were given, during

Holy Week of the past Lenten season. Miss Marie

Vaughan writes as follows in the Lawrence Telegram:
'

' The tragic drama is based on ' an intense struggle be-

tween the human will and destiny in the shape of ex-

ternal forces, or between the will and some contending

force within the so.ul. ' Strictly speaking, this particular

branch of art, namely the tragic drama, cannot end hap-

pily in the ordinary sense of the word, but correctly to

carry out th epurpose for which it was originated, it

should end in such a way as completely to satisfy one's

concepiion of justice in regard to the issue involved,

and to impress him thoroughly thereby with a renewed

faith in the sanity of life and the providence of God.

"A resume of the merits or defects of Vision, lately

presented to Lawrence audiences by the Rev. John F.

Burns, O. S. A., must necessarily be determined by com-

parison with the above as a standard. An attempt to do

so on any other grounds would be presumptuous. In

the first place, the dramatic theme created by Father

Burns complies accurately and forcibly with the defini-

tion of the drama and its basic principles. The stiff-

necked contention of Malchus is obviously the 'struggle

between the human will and destiny in the shape

of external forces. ' Secondly, the purpose of

Vi.sion, namely an expose of the titanic struggle of

the Jewish intelligentzia against the Omnipotence of

the Nazarene, and the suggested corresponding opposi-

tion of the world today is carried out to an interesting

climax. Although one is denied the pleasure, the veil

lifted from the eyes of the lovely Jewish maiden, Esther,

who moves through the play like a strain of sweetest

music, one's sense of justice is completely satisfied, for

that higher vision that has already blessed Esther is

granted to other characters in the drama who have actu-

ally struggled against the light.

"Generally speaking. Vision, as presented in Law-

rence during Holy "Week could not fail to impress its mes-

sage. Renewed faith in, and added love for the Crucified,

are the natural result of the fervor of Esther ; the gently

powerful strength of grace is vividly demonstrated in

the character of Malchus. A striking contrast is formed

between the faith of Esther and the despair of Judas.

**To say that Father Burns' play has no place in

modern dramaturgy may be correct in so far as one may
safely say that Vision takes its place in the ranks of the

classic drama from which modem dramaturgy has de-

cidedly degenerated."
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WHITE WITCHES

Forever they have followed men
And tortured men with pain.

Their beauty passed beyond men's ken

And made his dreaming vain.

They broke the poet's golden pen

And brutalized the swain.

They took youth 's all too-willing hand

And led him to a shrine

Far in an obscure twilit land.

They brewed an anodyne.

He drank it at their soft command

—

And revelled with the swine.

The man has looked with tired eyes

At one who passed his way.

And thought he saw his paradise

Bright as a dawn in May,

He won her—and the evening skies

"Were scarred with grimy grey.

Some moved within the courts of kings

And queenly lord it there,

"While others by the meadow springs

Make beauty seem more fair,

But love 's the song each white witch sings,

All set the selfsame snare.

Yet, men are made of such strange stuff

That still they dream and long,

And trust, beyond this day's rebuff.

She waits to right their wrong,

And look with kindly eyes enough

On her who broke their song.

Perhaps there is, beyond all life,

A woman most divine,

Whom men thought they saw in their wife

In days of auld lang syne,

Who gives the gall of bitter strife.

And afterwards, love's wine.

Perhaps^ that's why, when men are old.

They dream of sweet days flown,

When she who is no longer gold

With golden glamour shone,

Perhaps, that's Why love's not quite cold,

Nor quite a painted stone,

—LIAM MOR.


